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QOoi njgIit,good reft, ah neither be my fharc* 

She bad good night, that kept my reft away * 

And daft me to a cabben hangdc with care: 

To defcant on the doubts of my decay. 

Farewell (quoth ihe) and come againe to morrow ; 
Fare well I could not,for I fupc with forrow. 

Yet at my parting fweetly did (lie fmile. 

In fcorne or friendfhip,nill I confter whether: 

^Tmay be fhe joyd to jeaft at my exile. 

3 Toaay be againe,to make me wander thither. 

Wander fa word;) for (hadowes like my felfe. 

As take the. paine, but cannot plucke the pelfe. 

Lord how mine eyes throw gates to the Eaft, 

My heart doth charge the watch, the morning rife 
Doth feite each moving fence from idle reft. 

Not daring truft the office of mine eics. 

While Philomela fits and fings,I fit and markc. 

And wifh her layes were tuned like the Larke. 

For (he doth welcome day- light with her ditty, 

And drives away darke dreaming night • 

The night fo packtj poft unto my pretty, 

Hart hath his hope, and eies their wiflied fight. 

Sorrow chang’d to folace,and folace mixt with forrptv, 
^ For why, {lie fight, and bad me come to morrow. 
Were i with her,the night would poft too foone. 

But now are minutes added to the houres : 

To fpite me now, each minute feemes an houre, 
fet not for me ; (hjnc Synnc to fuccour flovyers* 




Hapftneffcin content , 


P dims ] 

Pack ni^htpeepe day, good day of night now borrow, 
Short night to night> nd length thy lelfe to morrow. • 


of M after* piece, 

Ttyrine eye hath play’d the Painter and hath fteeid, 
‘‘Thy beauties forme in table ofmy heart,; :: i 
My body is the frame wherein ti’sheld, 

And perfpedivcitisbeft Painters Art. 

For through the Painter muft you fee his skill * 

To finde where your true Image pictur’d lies. 

Which in my bofomes {hop is hanging ftill. 

That hath his windowes glazed with thine eyes : 
Now fee what good-turnes eyes for eyes have done. 
Mine eyes have drawne thy ftiape^nd thine for me 
Arc windowes to my breft, where through the Sun 
Del ights to peepe,to gaze therein on thee 
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art 
They draw but what they fee, know not the heart 


£JEt thofe who are in favour with their flats, 
^Of publike honour and proud titles boft, 

W hi I ft I whom fortune of fuch tryifmph bars 
Valookt for joy in that I honour moft ? 
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